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cousin Mary, whom I never condescended to
ask for either sympathy or opinion, was really
making better use of her Roman days than any
of us. She was a sound, plain, musician (hav-
ing been finished by Moscheles); attended to
the church orchestras carefully, read her guide-
books accurately, knew always where she wasr
and in her sincere religion, conquered her early
Puritanism to the point of reverently visiting St.
Paul's grave and St. Cecilia's house, and at last
going up the Scala Santa on her knees, like any
good girl of Rome.

So passed the days, till there was spring sun-
shine in the air as we climbed the Alban mount,,
and went down into the ravine under La Riccia,.
afterwards described in perhaps the ofteriest
quoted passage of " Modern Painters." Trie
diary says: " A hollow with another village on
the hill opposite, a most elegant and finish.ed
group of church tower and roof, descending "by
delicate upright sprigs* of tree into a dark rich.-
toned depth of ravine, out of which rose nearer,
and clear against its shade, a grey wall of rock,
an absolute miracle for blending of bright lich.-
enous colour."

With a few sentences more, to similar effect,

* I have substituted this word for a sketch like the c;nd
of a broom, which would convey no idea to anybody "but
myself.red of Rome. And simple we have in the best bits of
